ACT I           DESIGN   FOR   LIVING
GILDA :   We must get it straight, somehow.
LEO : Yes, we must get it straight and tie it up with
ribbons with a bow on the top. Pity it isn't Valentine's
Day!
GILDA : Can't we laugh a little ? Isn't it a joke ?
Can't we make it a joke ?
LEO : Yes, it's a joke. It's a joke, all right. We
can laugh until our sides ache. Let's start, shall we ?
GILDA : What's the truth of it ? The absolute,
deep-down truth ? Until we really know that, we
can't grapple with it. We can't do a* thing. We can
only sit here flicking words about.
LEO : It should be easy, you know. The actual
facts are so simple. I love you. You love me. You
love Otto, I love Otto. Otto loves you. Otto loves
me. There now! Start to unravel from there.
GILDA : We've always been honest, though, all of
us. Honest with each other, I mean. That's some-
thing to go on, isn't it ?
LEO : In this particular instance, it makes the whole
thing far more complicated. If we were ordinary
moral, high-thinking citizens we could carry on a
backstairs affair for weeks without saying a word about
it. We could lunch and dine together, all three, and
not give anything away by so much as a look.
GILDA : If we were ordinary moral, high-thinking
citizens we shouldn't have had an affair at all.
LEO : Perhaps not. We should have crushed it
down. And the more we crushed it down the more we
should have resented Otto, until we hated him. Just
think of hating Otto------
GILDA :    Just think of him hating us.
LEO :   Do you think he will ?